1 The Hiflorhof: 

Hct. Come Kate, thou art perfefl in lying downe : 

Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

La. Go, yc giddy eoofe. 

The mpficke Playes . 

Hot. Now I perceiue the diuell vnderftaiids Welfi, 

A nd t’is no marncll he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufition- 

La. Then would you be nothing but muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors : 

Lie ftiij ye thiefe, and heare the Lady Gng in Weljh. 

Hot. I had rather heare Lady, my brack howlcin 

La. Would’ft haue thy head broken * 

Hot. No. 

La. Thenbeftill. 

Hot. Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. No\y God helpe thee. 

Hot. T o the Welfh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Peace, /he fings. 

Here the Lady jings a Welfo fottg. 

Hot. Cpme, lie haue your fong top. 

La. No minein good footh. 

Hot. Not yours in good footh? Hart you fweare like a com- 
fitmakers wife, not you in good footh, and as true as Hiuc,and 
as tjb'd ihall'meha me, and as hire as day : 

And giueft fuch farcenet furcty for thypthes, 

As if thou neuer walkft further then Finfburie : 

Sweare me Kate , like a Ladya.% thou art,. 

A good mouth-filling oatn, and Icaiiein footh, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 

To veluetgards,and Sunday»Gtizens. 

Gome,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing, i 

Het. T is the next way to turfie.tayler,pr be red-breft teacherj 
and the indcntures.be drawne,Ile away within thefe 2. houres, 
and fo come in when ye will, Exit. 

glen, Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are flow, 
hi Hot Lord Tercy is on fire to go. 

By 



tUmpkfmthd 

By this pur Books I* drawnc.wedc but fcaft?, 

And then to Horfc irsmediatly. 

Mar. With all my heart. Exeftnt, 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and other. 

King. Lords, giuc vs leauc, the Prince tfWales and I, 
Mu ft haue fome priuatc conference, but be necre at hand, 
For we /ball prefently haue needofy»u« Exeunt 1 

I know not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fome difplcafingferuice I haue done, 

That in his fecret doome,out of my bio od, 

Heele breed reuengement arid a fcourgefor me t 
But thou doft in the paftages of life, 

Make me belecuc,thatthou art ©nely mark’d 
For the hot vengeance, and the rod ofheauen. 

To punifh my miftreadinges. Tellmcelfe 
Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 

Such posrc.fuch bare, fuch lewd, fwch mean® attempts, 
Such barren pleafures.rede focietie, 

A s rhou art matcht wuhall.and grafted to, 
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